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brown colour, extremely hard and tough. This fungus 
is made use of in Germany, and in some parts of En- 
land, for tinder. The Germans boil in a strong ley, dry 
it, and boil it again in a solution of saltpetre. The Lap- 
landers burn it about their habitations, to keep off a spe- 
cies of the gad-fly, which is fatal to the young reindeer. 
It is also used to stop the bleeding of the vessels after 
amputation. For this purpose the hard outer skin is cut 
of£ and the inner substance beaten with a hammer to 
make it still softer. It answers the purpose best when 
gathered in August and September. 

3. Boletus pini laricis, or the agaric of the shops, grows 
on old larch trees. This fungus is an irregular spongy 
substance, very light, and of a uniform snowy whiteness, 
except the cortical part, which is taken off before the 
agaric is brought into the shops. 

4. Boletus subcrosus, or White cork spunk, grows mostly 
on the trunks of the birch and willow trees. It grows 
sessile, or hinging, and also horizontal. Its figure is semi- 
circular—the upper side convex, the under nearly flat; 
its size varies from a jfew inches to a peck measure. The 
upper surface is quite white, generally covered with a 
short strong down, but sometimes smooth. The internal 
substance is thick, whjte, tough," and spongy, like cork j 
and it is sometimes cut ancl shaped by the country people 
of Scotland into corks. G — - v. 

Bailymcna. 



THE G1UVE OF DE#MID. 

This beautiful and affecting sketcji by the late Rev. 
Charles Wolfe, (the author of the so-much admired* ode : 
on the death of Sir John Moore,) is extracted from tie ; 
Remains of that highly gifted man, edited J?y his earfy ! 
friend the Archdeacon of Clogher. Jt was dicskiieql ori- 
ginally as a characteristic introduction to i#e *^$j4iown 
and admired song, " The Last Rose pf §#n$per/* $n& 
can scarcely be read by any one witi^qp $ee$ aii heart- 
felt emotion. Of the work itself it may be justly said, 
that every page bears the impress of the powerful and 
masterly hand of its talented author. It has already passed 
through six editions. 

t{ This is the grave of Dermic! 1 He was the best min- 
strel amongst us all — a youth of a romantic genius, and 
of the most tremulous, yet most impetuous feeling. He 
knew all our old national airs, of every character and de- 
scription. According as his song was in a lofty or a 
mournful strain, the village represented a camp or a fune- 
ral ; but if Dertnid were in his merry mood, the lads and 
lasses were hurried into dance with a giddy and irresisti- 
ble gaiety. One day our chieftain committed a cruel and 
wanton outrage against one of our peaceful villagers. 
Dermid's harp was in his hand when he heard it. With 
all the thoughtlessness and independent sensibility of a 
poet's imagination, he struck the chords that never spoke 
without response — and the detestation became universal. 
He was driven from amongst us by our enraged chief; 
and all his relations, and the maid he loved, attended our 
banished minstrel into the wide world. For three years 
there were no tidings of Dcrmid, and the song and the 
dance were silent; when one of our little boys came run- 
ning in, and told us that he saw Dermid approaching at a 
distance. Instantly the whole village was in commotion ; 
the youths and the maidens assembled in the green, and 
agreed to celebrate the arrival of the poet with a dance; 
they fixed upon the air he was to play for them— it was 
the merriest in his collection. The ring was formed ; all 
looked eagerly to the quarter from which he was to ar- 
rive, determined to greet their favourite bard with a cheer. 
But they were checked the instant he appeared. He came 
slowly and languidly along : his countenance had a cold, 
dim, and careless aspect, very different from that expres- 
sive tearfulness which marked his features, even in his 
more melancholy moments : his harp was swinging heavily 
on his arm — it seemed a burden to him— it was much 
shattered, and some of the strings were broken. He 

* Byron declared that " he considered it little inferior tr, 
the hot that the tln*n prolific age brought forth.". — filedtcin's 
Conversations, vol. ii. i>. 104. 



looked at us for a few* moments— then, relapsing into 
vacancy, advanced, without quickening his pace, to his 
accustomed stone, and sat down in silence. Alter a pause, 
we ventured to ask him for his friends. He first looked 
up sharply in our faces — next down upon his harp — then 
struck a few notes of a wild and desponding melody, wbicli 
we had never heard before; but his hand dropped, and 
he did not finish it. Again we paused ;— then, knowing 
well that if we could give the smallest mirthful impulse 
to his feelings, his whole soul would follow, we asked him 
for the merry air we had chosen. We were surprised at 
the readiness with which beseemed to comply; but it was 
the same wild and heart-breaking strain he had com- 
menced. In fact, we found that the soul of the minstrel 
had become an entire void, except one solitary ray that 
vibrated sluggishly through its very darkest part. It was 
like the sea in a dark calm, which you only know to be 
in motion by the panting which you hear. He had to- 
tally forgotten every trace of his former strains, not only 
those that were gay and airy, but even those of a more 
pensive cast; and he had got in "their stead that one 
dreary, single melody— it was about a lonely rose that 
had outlived all its companions. This he continued play- 
ing and singing from day to day, until he spread an un- 
usual gloom over the whole village : he seemed to perceive 
it, for he retired to the churchyard, and remained singing 
it there to the day of his death, The nfllieted constantly 
repaired to hear it, and he died singing |t to a maid who 
had lost her lover. The orphans have learned it, and 
still chant it over poor Dermid's grave/* 

1\ C. £>. 
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TO PHE flRKA^ BBPL IN BOTANY 1] 

GreaJt mej;aj orb i thpu^j fumble be thy lot — 
Though be tfjy dwelling-place a wretched cot — • 
Why should thy sterling merits be forgot ? 

In a disgraceful crib though low thou hangest, 
Oft as required, right manfully thou bangest ! 
And never yet a feehle peal thou ranges-t J 

No more let Tom of Oxford rule the roast — 
N,o more thy London brother proudly boast — 
Jn thine own sphere surpass them both thou dost 1 

full many a motley race hast thou rang through 
Their course of learned lore ! Among them who 
(What else he might forget) hath e'er forgotten you ? 

On many an ear hath fallen thy deep, dull sound, 
Long since commingled with its parent ground — 
And thus thou still ringest on Time's sullen round ! 

When to the hall the trembling Freshmen pour, 
Soon to be followed by the Fellows sour, 
How awful is thy tone at that dread hour I 

O, happy he who safely steers between 
Howards and dire disgrace ! No terrors keen 
Afflict his soul, nor hopes exalt, I ween ! 

Inglorious though his lot, yet calm he hears 
Thy tolling stern, of caution-men the fears 
•Arousing, as it strikes their tortured ears. 

Subjects and angles, modes, hypothenuse, 
Logic and problems, Greek and Roman muse. 
Thy solemn voice doth in their brain confuse ! 

And as thou pealest on, thou learned bell, 
What fears and hopes alternate sink and swell 
In those few bosoms striving to excel 1 
Whether the atmosphere be foul or fair, 
Each morn thou summonest to early pray'r— 
(Would that thy Fellows better readers were !) 

O, guilty bell, what snorers thou hast woke ! 
What dreams and visions soft relentless broke ! 
What sleep-built castle quick dissolved in smoke ! 

O, interruption drear to slumber sweet I 

With garments loosely donned and slipshod feet, 

Of the dark courts to scud the splashy street ! 
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Nor art thou silent in the eventide, 

Thy deep voice calling those who may abide 

Without the walls, through all the city wide. 

Perchance thy warnings little heeded are 

By some brave band, each with a lit cigar 

And trusty club, equipped for sudden war. 

O valour ill repaid ( A watchman's rattle 

The single trophy of victorious battle ! 

Than fight for such, 'twere better to drive cattle I 

In future years, when thou dost usher in 
Each scene of College pomp with metal din, 
And warn the grave procession to begin; 



Doubtless some new Macalister will pace, 
With swagger circumspect, and silver mace, 
And purple robe, before the Provost's face ; 

Some second Barrett, too, may slowly creep, 
As if he feared from his bald head to sweep 
Of good wheat flour the closely plastered heap ! 

Time, who tells all these things, will also tell — 
Then ring thou on in peace, thou honest bell ! 
Still ring thou on ! — I bid thee now farewell ! 

Dunensis. 




SL1GO ABBEY. 



The town of Sligo lies low, and appears to be nearly 
surrounded by hills and mountains of a wild though pic- 
turesque description. It is situated at the head of an arm 
of the sea, and is distant about five miles from the Atlan- 
tic. The houses, with few exceptions, are indifferent, and 
the streets irregular. It is divided by the river Garrogue, 
over which are two bridges. The harbour does not allow 
vessels of greater burden than about two hundred tons to 
come up to the quays, where there is a commodious cus- 
tom house. Considerable business is carried on here in 
the exportation of provisions, and the import of flax-seed, 
timber, #rc. The population is about 14,000. 

The Abbey is an object well deserving of the notice of 
tbe antiquary, originally erected, according to Ware, by 
Maurice Fitzgerald, Lord Justice, about the year 1259, 
In 1414 it was destroyed by fire, but very shortly after- 
wards re- erected in the present style of architecture. It 
is a picturesque rum of very large dimensions, divided into 
several apartments. The first has a beautiful window of 
carved stone, under which is the altar, likewise of cut 
stone. Here are two ancient monuments — one bearing 
date 1616, and the other belonging to one of the O'Con- 
nor kings ; the latter is in good preservation, the figures 
and inscriptions being very legible; at tbe top is repre- 
sented our Saviour on the cross, and below this, in sepa- 
rate compartments, are the figures of O'Connor and his 



wife, kneeling, their hands lifted up in the act of suppli- 
cation. The steeple or dome is still entire, supported 
upon a carved arch or cupola, the inside of which is also 
carved ; adjoining this are three sides of astjuare of beau- 
tifully carved litde arches, of about four feet in height, 
which seem to have been anciently separated from each 
other, and probably formed cells for confession and pe- 
nance. Almost all the little pillars are differently orna- 
mented, and one in particular is very unlike the rest, hav- 
ing a hiuwrii head cut on the inside of the arch. There 
are several vaults throughout the ruins, containing the 
remains of skulls, bones, and coffins. The abbey and yard 
are still used as a burying-place. 

The country around SHgo is very beautiful — highly 
cultivated fields and bright green pasturage, wild pictur- 
esque mountains and luxuriant planting, mighty ocean 
and lovely lake— all that is wanting to form scenery over 
which the eye wanders with intense delight. 
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